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You Give Me Evil Fantasies 


Author's Notes: 
| recently have a certain flow of inspiration, which is great, so | try to manage to both take advantage of it 
and keep the flame burning. So here's another product of my latest productivity :D As usually, feedback is 


mucho appreciado. 


Finally - a hotell The tour bus has become my second home at this point, but goddammit! A man in my shape 
really needs to sprawl out freely on a big bed and take a good fucking rest. Even the couch is comfortable to 
sleep on here, despite that it doesn't differ much from the one on the bus, but unlike the bus, at least | don't 
feel fucking claustrophobic here! Ah, it doesn't matter. All | need is peace of mind, which is more or less 
achievable for the moment, since the guys are out sightseeing. All except Christian. No talking, no laughing, not 
a sound. Which brings me to the thought..why is Christian so quiet? He couldn't have fallen asleep. | think he 
was coming out of the shower last time | saw him. Okay, apparently | really can't keep my boiling curiosity 
under control, because now | won't be able to keep my ass on the couch before | check on our suspiciously 
quiet bassist. This unease of mine I'll explain with my need to have all my questions answered. The doctor won't 


be pleased. 


| rose to my feet and stretched out lazily. Being a couch potato ain't an easy job. | walked up to the door of 
his room (we paid for a suite, because there has to be communication, but we all enjoy our privacy at the 
same time) and | put my ear to it. decided to show some manners, even though mine have been run through 
my own prism of understanding and that's why by manners, | mean giving an ear before bailing in like an 
unexpected storm. As expected, there was no sound to be heard | opened the door, just to discover a sight 


worth millions. 


"Motherfucker!" Christian shouted startled as | happened to interrupt his masturbation session Needless to 
say, the circumstances made me grin from ear to ear. He sat up in bed with an irritated look on his face and 
rested his elbows on his knees as he hung his head low. 


"Excusez-moi," | smirked as | walked up slowly to his bed. He was completely naked under the thin covers and 
his hair still seemed slightly wet. "Oh, come the fuck on," | whined overdramatically as | didn't receive an 


answer to my insincere apology, "we're both fucking men, we're not children!" 


"Last time | checked, exhibitionism wasn't really my thing," Christian barked. It would be a lie if | said all of this 
wasn't turning me on. | actually find myself incapable of taking a hold of my thoughts as my imagination runs 
wild, concentrated on the part of Christian that's hidden under the covers. I'm strangely feeling as if l'm 


gravitating towards him and this won't end well. 
"Don't worry, you'll grow to like it with time." 
"The fuck is that supposed to mean?" Chris snapped. 


"Oh, nothing. Don't listen to me." | smirked as | proceeded to kneel on the bed beside him. Looking at him all 
naked brings strange ideas to my fucked up mind. What if | put him to one of my tests? He's passed all of the 
others so far, but | kinda doubt he'd be able to pass this one. | almost feel sorry for him, knowing he has no 
idea what's coming for him. He lied back down and exhaled, hiding his face in his hands. Poor, poor, Chrissy. He's 
fucked.. | hovered over him, only about an inch away from his face. | happened to startle him again as he 
removed his hands from his face and opened his eyes, just to meet my sadistic smirk That's a beautiful shade 


of green 


"What the fuck, Niklas?" He exhaled deeply in attempt to normalize his interrupted breathing as he closed his 
eyes again, probably too intimidated by the lack of distance between us. Ah, the things | want to do this boy. 
Only if he knew how screwed he was by entering the band in the first place. Truth is, | myself didn't in the 
least suspect that I'd feel sexual attraction for another man, but life is full of surprises, isn't it? And | hate 
surprises. | also hate life. But | must admit | sometimes thank it quietly, when it presents me opportunities as 
the one right now - a completely naked Christian, lying on the bed and | can do whatever | want with him, as 


long as he doesn't struggle too much. 


"So, Chris, what has you so hard at this time of the day?" | asked curiously with the intention of making him 


feel even more cornered and intimidated. That way he'll be more vulnerable to my liking, 


"Can't a man have five minutes alone with his dick? Come onl" He whined, still frustrated for he couldn't get 
the job done. And huh, | know how fucking frustrating it is not to get to fucking orgasm. To my surprise, he 
doesn't really seem as bothered that our faces are only lips away as | expected him to be. Little Chrille is 
always full of surprises. However, my job is not done yet. 


"Well, you can keep going, | won't get in the way," | whispered, looking thirstily at his lips. Fuck, | wanna shove 
my tongue so deep in his fucking mouth! 


‘Oh yeah? How about you start with getting out of my face?" He barked, still not especially thrilled by my 


words. I'm losing my patience. | might have to switch to plan B. 


“That's not a part of the plan," | smirked and | shoved my Tongue in his mouth before he had the chance to 
say anything further. He moaned in protest, but | was enjoying the warmth of his mouth way too much to 
care. My hand crawled from his chest down to his semi-hard cock and that's when | was finally in position to 
negotiate. "Listen here, Chrille," | started and planted a quick kiss on his lips to keep him in the game. My lips 
moved to his right ear lobe and | bit it, feeling the slight taste of metal because of his earrings. | could hear 
him breathing in through his clenched teeth and | could feel the quick rising and falling of his chest. Better. 
Much better. | threw the covers away from him and wrapped my hand around his cock as | felt it hardening 
under my touch. "As much as I'd like to fuck you, | am cornered by time, since | don't know when the rest of 
the guys will be back. Besides, it wouldn't be very convenient to do it here, because | will make you scream so 
loud, that you would wake up the whole hotel - not the effect we're looking for," | laughed. My hand started 
slowly going up and down his beautiful cock and this made him let out an involuntary moan. "Hush now, shut up. 
| know you like it. However, we don't want to risk getting caught, do we?" | tightened my grip around his cock a 
little and he put his hand on mine to stop me from going further. 


"No," he sharply inhaled through his clenched teeth. At this point I'm not sure if he likes it or he's struggling 
with himself, because he doesn't want to like it. 


"Indeed. On the other hand, you obviously need an orgasm really bad, but since you most likely don't want me 
anywhere near your body or at least that's what you would say, | want you to do it yourself” With these 
words | let go of his cock and just lied beside him, leaning on my elbow. He probably caught the flow of my 
thoughts, because he immediately took his cock in his hand and exhaled deeply. He glanced at me insecurely, 
just to see me smirking down at him. "Come on, | want to see you touch yourself," | said silently, almost as a 
whisper. Christian closed his eyes and gave himself a first, insecure stroke. He made a few more and his body 
wasn't that tensed up anymore. Hell knows how much I'm enjoying the sight - his damp hair spread around his 
head, his white flesh, the silent moans he tries to unsuccessfully withhold and his unbearable need to cum. So 
unbearable, that he even ignores my presence. What if he doesn't? What if he likes it, but doesn't want to 
admit it? | wouldn't be surprised. Needless to say, | am, myself, painfully hard at this point, but I'll take care of 
this when my work here is done. "Yes, Chrille," | encouraged him as he proceeded to stroke himself more 
intensely. What is it about watching him masturbate that turns me on so much? I'm a sick bastard, that's for 


sure. 


"Yes.." he moaned as he let go of any last trace of reason that was withholding him just a minute ago. His lips 


spread apart in the shape of an „O"and | couldn't help myself but take this as an invitation to his warm 
mouth. My lips covered his and | engaged him in a deep, passionate kiss. The boy knows how to work his tongue. 
| wonder if he can work it in other places too and | hope to soon find out.My hand touched his chest again, 
slipping down his stomach and then rested on his inner thigh, just to tease him a little. He shifted around a 
little, which | hoped to be a sign that he wants some more. All | did to answer his silent request, was run my 
hand all over his busy arm, fueling his need of my touch. "Ah, fuck!" he allowed himself to let out a louder 
moan and | analyzed his body. His muscles were all getting tensed up and his breathing was more ragged than 


before. This means only one thing. 


"Come on, Chrille! | want to see your cum running down that beautiful cock and belly," | hissed in his ear as | 
ran my fingers over his inner thighs as lightly as the touch of ghost. He stroked his cock as fast as he could 
and he squeezed his eyes shut, his mouth once again forming the shape of an "o" as the orgasm shook his 
body. He moaned as quietly as he could muffle the sound and the cum dripped down his dick and graced his 
belly. Now that's a sight worth millions of millions. Simply beautiful. My dick definitely supported me, since it 
was more than painfully hard at this point. Fuck, he's so lucky that I'm incapable of fucking him now. Having an 
erection so big, | would totally wreck his ass until he fucking screams. He's so, so lucky that guys could be 
back any moment. Which reminds me... "That's it, Chrille," | purred. Damn it, looking at him in such a vulnerable, 
messy state really makes it hard to control myself and my dick doesn't really help me. "Wasn't as bad as you 
thought, was it?" 


"It didn't get any further than that, so | couldn't be any happier," he whispered, since he hardly had the energy 
to speak. Oh, now he's pretending it was just another "five minutes alone" session? He'll see..Wait until we're all 


alone on the bus, sweet Chrille, just wait and see. No one will be able to save your ass from me. 


"For your own good | won't say anything more. | will just withdraw to my room and take care of my own 
erection that you've managed to give me. This shouldn't comfort you though. You don't know what | might 
have to say about it in the future," | softly threatened as | gave his right inner thigh a smack and | rose to 
my feet. 


"What is that supposed to mean?" He lift himself up on his elbow and looked at me expectantly as | made my 
way to the door. He looked bothered, probably by the riddle in my words. 


"Nothing. Don't listen to me," | smirked and closed the door behind me as my hand impatiently reached to unzip 


my pants and release my painful fucking erection. Chrille is fucked.. 


"Your stance at once defiant 
Ím rigid fo your pose 
You clench your teeth in anger 


My loving swells and grows 


You give me evil fantasies 


/ want fo get inside your mind 
Come on and live my fantasies 


Hl show you evil and you can't hide" - Judas Priest, Evil Fantasies 


